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Funny, Nve been there and you\ve been here. 


Author's Notes: 
Well, this isn\'t really a happy story at all. Please tell me if you want me to continue, otherwise | probably 
won\'t. Chapter title comes from the lyrics of America\'s Sandman. 


"How could you, Robert?" Jimmy spoke with venom and though he was trying to be tough you could tell how 
much this was upsetting him, "I thought this band was more important than either of us. | thought you gave a 
shit. | thought you cared more about the band than plain ol mel” 

‘Jimmy, it's your bloody band! Without you, its not anything," Robert spat. 


"| care more about than band itself than about myself, do you not understand that? The drugs are good, the 
drugs are helping us, they're making us better, Robert!" 


Robert shook your head, "You've completely fuckin’ lost it" 


Jimmy frowned, “Fuck you too, Robert. If you don't like it, you can leave the stupid band. I'm tired of you 


pretending to know what's right for everyone when you don't know anything!” 


Robert suddenly grabbed Jimmy by his bony shoulders and tried talk some sense into him. He was desperate 
at this point, though he was sure Jimmy was too damn stubborn to ever admit how much Robert cared about 
him. 


"Jimmy," He spoke softly, "| don't want to see you die. | don't want to see the only person that I've had such 
intense feelings for just go and ruin their lives over a stupid band! The band is nothing without you, don't you 
get it? The drugs might make us work quicker in the studio and please our fans but what's the fuckin’ price? 
Your life? | can't let you do this." 


Robert let go and rubbed his forehead as he tried to stay calm. This was terribly frustrating though and he 


wasn't sure how to get through to Jimmy. 


"I see there's only one way to solve this then. You're out of the band, Robert. I'd prefer not to have to discuss 
this any further," Jimmy spoke almost in a whisper just before he left the dressing room. 


Jimmy navigated down the hall, suddenly feeling dizzy and trying to not trip over something and give himself a 
concussion. He couldn't understand why he'd just said what he said but he needed to get out of the 


conversation. He could always find another singer. Robert wasn't the best or the only one out there. 


Meanwhile, Robert was in shock, his eyes burning and his hands shaking. It was as if these last couple years 
together didn't exist and Jimmy was so quick to throw it all away. Robert couldn't help but question if anything 
he had told him was true. 


Robert sat down and tried to gather his thoughts. Half of him felt like finding Jimmy and killing him, while the 
other just wanted to cry. When Robert had told Jimmy he loved him, it was the only time he'd ever meant it. 


And now it seemed it was Jimmy messing with Robert. 


Jimmy ended up back by the dressing room and he knew he couldn't go in there. If he was lucky, Robert had 
already left and gone to wherever it was he'd been wanting to go to lately. He couldn't take the chance though 
so he leaned against the wall and felt himself fill up with shame. 


Robert decided not to mess about anymore and opened the door, disgust revealing in his features as he saw 


Jimmy leaning against the wall. 


He quickly walked past him and fought the urge to make a rude comment, though that would have been 
exactly what Jimmy was looking for. Another reason to be unhappy with himself so he could take all the drugs 
he wanted to take and not feel disgusted with the consequences. 


"Robert!" Jimmy yelled just as Robert past him and was starting to almost sprint down the hall to get away 
from him. 


Robert almost stopped but kept moving, feeling overwhelmed suddenly at all these feelings brewing inside of 
him. He could feel himself about to start crying and he didn't need to be in the papers because of it. He soon 
found himself outside and slide against the brick wall. He took deep breaths but it didn't help and without 
warning he began to cry and he couldn't stop. He was so sick of Jimmy being so rude to him when all he was 
trying to do was help. The thought of Jimmy being gone killed him inside, and it was more than worth it to 
fight against his terrible drug abuse. 


Jimmy sighed as he realized Robert was gone, probably in a limo, off to who know's where. He had ruined the 

only good thing he'd ever known for the one thing that was ruining him. What he despised most was the fact 

he thought he was tougher and smarter than that. You'd think you'd hear enough about premature deaths to 
prevent yourself from falling into that mold. If anything, Jimmy made it definite he'd fall into it by thinking no 
matter how much he drank, he'd never get into drugs. For Jimmy, everything was about advancing and moving 
up the imaginary ladder, and of course once you've basically conquered all the liquor you could possibly stand, 
why the hell not move onto drugs? 


If Jimmy was being honest with himself though, he'd only ever wanted to settle down with Robert. Not push 


him as far away as possible. 


Robert wiped his eyes and stood up. He knew Jimmy didn't want to talk about it anymore but he needed some 
kind of answer. 


Ain\'t the years gone by fast, | suppose you have 
missed them 
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‘Jimmy? Jimmy?" a voice called out above him. He must of fell. Or maybe he was pushed. Or maybe he should 


just open his eyes already. 
He glanced around the room first until his gaze locked on Robert's and he felt a sudden surge of rage wash 
over him. He had to at least try be nice so he took a deep breath and tried to stand up but it was no use. He 


must have been completely wasted. 


Robert helped him up and ignored the glare Jimmy shot him as his hands lingered a few seconds too long on 
his waist. Robert pulled his hands away and cleared his throat, "| see you've been drinking." 


“ave not, you idiot. Do you see a bottle?" Jimmy slurred out. 


‘Its laying next to your feet. God, you really shouldn't be drinking so much. Hard to believe but it's not any 
good for ya." 


Jimmy met Robert's eyes and he looked as if he had more to say but he kept his mouth shut. 


"Ya know Rob, you really should just shut up sometimes," Jimmy spoke somewhat clearly, trying to get Robert 
to stop parenting him. 


Robert stayed quiet as Jimmy observed the room and stumbled his way across to the bathroom. He held onto 
the door knob as he tried to pull himself inside but he ended up face first on the floor. 


Robert rushed over. "Jesus christ, Jimmy. You are a bloody mess," he muttered as he helped the guitarist 
stand up. 


Once standing, Jimmy decided to fall back down, making an even louder smack as his face hit the floor. 


Robert was trying not to get mad because he had a thought that Jimmy was fucking with him but he wasn't 


going to be completely careless. 


‘Jimmy, you need to stop making friends with the floor and stand up. Better yet, let me carry you to the bed," 
Robert suggested. 


Jimmy kicked him in the stomach and tried his best to crawl away from him, "So you can rape me? Is that 
how the great and mighty Robert Plant gets off? Raping band mates and groupies? You're fucking sick!" 


Robert took a deep breath, the only thing he could think of to do in order to not snap the little bastard's neck. 


‘Jimmy, just come over to the bed, please?" Robert attempted to make it seem innocent because it was but 


he knew Jimmy was incredibly paranoid and quite the fucking asshole when he was wasted. 


"I said no, Robert," Jimmy growled out as he crawled out of the bathroom doorway and slammed the door 


shut. 


Robert rolled his eyes and took a seat on the bed. He was sick of this, it was like dealing with a child. Well, if all 
children did drugs and drank obscene amounts of alcohol and accused him of rape. Jimmy was such an 


undesirable human being sometimes and how anybody would want to put up with this was 


beyond Robert. 


Jimmy crouched next to the toilet and pulled his knees to his chest. How the fuck did he even get into this 
situation? Not the one with Robert, this stupid band. It was making things so much more difficult than he ever 
intended and he was tired of it. He wanted to pack up his things and leave, just go away into the country and 
forget about all of these people. Especially Robert. That fucker and his attractive body and face and 
everything, he ruined Jimmy. Turned him from a partially heartless human being into some love sick freak who 
had to hide it constantly (which usually consisted of drinking alcohol and/or drugs) and pretend to enjoy the 


high amounts of sex with groupies. 


He wanted to cry, wanted to leave, and most of all wanted to die. If he was being honest with himself, this all 
wasn't worth it anymore. He loved making music but he could do that by himself, without touring or groupies 


or Robert. Hell, he wouldn't even have to release any music. 


Jimmy buried his face in his hands and tried to find some way to make this work so he wouldn't go entirely 


insane. 


He could always act on his feelings, show Robert how much he cares. But what about the fans and the 
groupies? Jimmy mostly cared about his fans, to hell with the groupies, but he really didn't want anything to 
change. He imagined a world where he could openly admit to being in love with Robert and have people not think 


twice about it. OF course, it'd attract lots of attention but the last thing he wanted was more of that. 


Using the toilet, Jimmy did his best to stand up. He almost fell but managed to walk over to the bathtub. He 
started the water running and started removing his clothing. He wanted to believe that all he truly needed was 
a nice long bath. 


As if on cue, Robert opened the door. Of course Jimmy had forgotten to lock the damn door. 


Robert covered his eyes as if he was intruding and not supposed to have ever seen Jimmy naked. Jimmy 


smiled at how cute Robert looked doing that and he felt himself ease up quite a bit. 
Jimmy chuckled, "You don't have to cover your eyes, you buffoon. You've seen it all before.” 
Robert smiled a little at Jimmy's playful tone. Maybe he had managed to cheer himself up. 


Robert awkwardly stood in the doorway and as he made an attempt to leave, Jimmy grabbed his arm and 


pulled him inside, kicking the door shut with his foot. 


"I know I've been a total bastard, but | want to make it up to you," Jimmy said, biting his lip. He was incredibly 
nervous that Robert was still mad at him for the things he'd said earlier that evening. 


"How do you expect to do that?" Robert questioned, anger and frustration washing over his face. 
Jimmy frowned, "Are you really that mad at me? For being a terrible drunk?" 


"You're still drunk, Jimmy. No matter how clear you talk, you still cannot walk on your own, l'm surprised you 


managed to take your clothes off by yourself," Robert pointed out. 

Not leaving anything to the imagination, Robert noticed as Jimmy started to get turned on 

"Are you seriously getting turned on by this? Jesus christ, Jimmy." 

Jimmy smirked, "You know how crazy | get when you're all mad at me." 

"You sick little pervert," Robert chuckled out. 

"You noticed my little problem before | did so who's the sick little pervert now?" Jimmy taunted. 
A few seconds passed by awkwardly and Robert decided to break it. 


"Are you really sorry about what you said earlier?" Robert questioned, changing the subject, all signs of 
amusement gone from his face. He crossed his arms and waited for a reply. 


"You know | am. How could | not be? | am in love with ya, after all," Jimmy purred out as he stepped towards 


Robert. 


Robert shook his head, "You need to stop playing with me, Page. One minute you're in love and want to be with 


me forever and always, the next you're telling me I'm out of the band. How exactly does that mind of yours 


work?" 


A frowned formed on Jimmy's face, "No matter what | tell you, you'll still think I'm an awful man so why 


should | bother?" 


tll matter because I'm terribly in love with you and need to know what the bloody fuck is going on," Robert 
replied 


Ain\'t the Fire Inside? Let\'s all go stand around it. 
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Jimmy sighed, "No, Robert. Not again. This is giving me a headache." 

Robert gave him a confused look, "What the hell are you talking about?" 

Jimmy's body tensed up, "l. | can't. tell you." 

Robert grabbed his hand and linked their fingers together, "You know you can tell me anything." 


Jimmy shook his head and looked down at the floor. He couldn't do this again. He couldn't spill his soul just to 
be betrayed or rejected because of what he said. He couldn't do it. 


"Can | just take a bath by myself? | want to be left alone for awhile," Jimmy spoke, his voice a bit harsher 


than it was a moment ago. 


Robert let go of his hand and left the bathroom without a word. As soon as he sat on the bed, he hid his face 


in his hands and tried to steady his breathing. His heart was racing, he knew something was up with Jimmy. 


Before he could think anymore, he started crying. The man he loved was hiding something and obviously he 
didn't trust Robert enough to confide in him. 


Meanwhile, Jimmy was a total mess. His face was red and tears streaked his face. He absolutely hated himself 


for being this way with Robert. 


He loved the man. He fucking loved that man to death and he couldn't find it in him to tell him what was up 
with him. 


Jimmy spotted a razor on the counter and part of him screamed to pick it up and do what needed to be done. 


He just couldn't do it and that broke him even more. He couldn't treat Robert right and he couldn't get out of 


his life either. It seemed like he was born to be in the wrong place at the wrong time. 


Even though he wasn't going to do it, Jimmy walked over and picked up the razor. He observed it's two blades, 
it was probably of the simplest design. It was so sharp, so mesmerizing. 


For a moment he was able to forget about Robert. His mind stopped racing and he took a deep breath. He felt 
at ease now, with this sharp instrument in his hands. He walked back and sat in the bathtub as he stared at 
the blades. 


Two words kept running through his head: so sharp. 


\Cause | understand you\ve been running from the man 
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Jimmy, completely naked | might add, walked up behind Robert and help the sharp razor up to his neck barely 
touching his skin. Robert tensed up and felt sick to this stomach. 


"What. what are you doing?" He asked, his voice shaky. 

Jimmy chuckled, "Am | scaring you?" 

Robert nodded, "Yeah, kind of" 

Jimmy laughed again and dropped the razor and it landed in Robert's lap. He grabbed it instantly and kept it 
away from Jimmy. Part of him didn't know what to think, was this another one of his sick games? Did he get 


some kind of thrill from scaring Robert like that? Knowing Jimmy, he probably loved it. 


Robert, lost in his thoughts, was spooked when Jimmy grabbed his arm and tried to maneuver the razor from 


his hands. 

Robert spun around, "Stop it, Jimmy." He held the razor over his head, hopefully out of Jimmy's reach. 
"Robert, you know | was just kidding, right?" 

Robert's face relaxed a bit, "I don't know, Jimmy. | really don't" 


Jimmy felt uncomfortable again and his face fell into a frown, "Well, | was just kidding. Whether you now think 


I'm insane or not." 


"You can't do that stuff though. You can't walk up behind somebody and hold something sharp to their throat. 
Are you trying to kill me?" 


Jimmy laughed, "Maybe." 


Robert took a deep breath, "I can't do this anymore. It's enough. All these stupid games and testing my 


patience and trying to see how to break me. I'm done, Jimmy." 


With that said, Jimmy went back into the bathroom to change. His mind was empty and he felt nothing really. 


Maybe part of him was over it too, he had to be somewhat done with the situation as well. He put his clothes 


on, left the bathroom, grabbed his other things and left before Robert could say anything else. 


Robert stood in the middle of the room and stared as the door slammed shut behind Jimmy. Part of what he 
said was out of fear because he still didn't know what was going on with Jimmy and he honestly didn't think he 
would take it so seriously. Sighing, he sat down on the bed and tried to fall asleep. 


Meanwhile, Jimmy caught a taxi and was on his way to the airport. He was hoping to buy a ticket back home 
and stay away from Robert for awhile. But he knew it was only a matter of time before his emotions caught 


up with him again and he was once more on the verge of suicide. 


And we ain\t had no time to drink that beer 
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As Jimmy relaxed by his fireplace in his small living room, his mind wouldn't quit. He didn't understand why he 
was the way he was and you should have answers before you go about telling people, right? Part of him knew 
what it was but that only frightened him more. For all he knew, the drugs had messed with him and he'd taken 


so much that it was probably impossible to imagine a normal life by now. 

He sighed, maybe he should go to the doctor. What good what that do though? Robert hadn't contacted him 
since they're argument and he wasn't in the mood to be the bigger man and ring him first. If he did go though, 
he could find out what this was. Everything about it seemed like something he'd seen other people with and 
that was how he was going to explain it to Robert but that wasn't a solid explanation. If he was going to tell 
Robert anything, he needed to be at least somewhat sure of it. 

Shaking his head from his thoughts, Jimmy got up and went towards the kitchen. A little tea couldn't hurt. 


But just as he put the kettle on the stove, the phone rang. Jimmy froze, almost burning his hand in the 
process. "Christ," he muttered as he pulled away his hand from the hot stove. 


It seemed like years before he got to the phone. He grabbed it and answered, "Hello?" 
"J-jimmy?" A voice on the other line said, almost as if he was certain Jimmy wouldn't pick up. 
"Yes? | don't have all day," 


"You're making tea, aren't ya?" Robert laughed, suddenly feeling a lot of the tension between them slipping 


away. 
Jimmy couldn't help but smile, "Maybe, now what'd you call about, Robert?" 

He could hear Robert drumming his fingers on his desk, now knowing Robert too was at home. 

"Just wanted to, uh, see how you're doing. We didn't exactly leave on the best note. 

Jimmy felt a bit uncomfortable at the mention of what had happened but he shook it off, "Yeah. l'm. lim fine. 


Just been thinking a lot, ya know? | haven't done much since we last talked honestly. Just been wallowing in my 


home, thinking like | said." 


"I've kind of been doing the same. There's not much to do when you're not on tour and certainly not much to 


do when you're not with you're other half," Robert chuckled. 

Jimmy's heart fluttered in his chest. His other half? Did he really think of him like that? 

His mind started racing again and he felt those familiar butterflies in his stomach. He managed to ignore those 
feelings for awhile but now, with having some contact with Robert, everything was back. All those thoughts of 
death and suicide and love found their home inside him. 

"Jimmy?" Robert called out on the phone. Looks like he had dropped while he was encased in his thoughts. 
Jimmy picked it up, “Sorry, yeah, I'm here. Just was thinking again" 

"You should lay off the thinking for a while, Jim. It can be dangerous." 

Jimmy internally rolled his eyes, "Yeah, whatever." 

Awkward silence took over the phone line and when Jimmy went to check on the tea, he noticed a problem. It 
seemed as though he had somehow gotten turned on and now his pants were as tight as could be. "Shit," he 
mumbled as he tried to pull them down. 


"What was that, Jimmy?" 


‘Ive got a bloody hard on," Jimmy muttered out before ripping his pants off. He could walk around in whatever 
he wanted, unless maybe the cats objected. 


Robert started laughing and he couldn't quite stop, "Are you kidding me?" 
Jimmy sighed, Robert's reaction was getting on his last nerve. "I don't see what's funny about it” 


Its funny because I've currently got the same problem." 


Ain\'t it foggy outside? 
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His body went still and he took in a deep breath, desperate to calm down 
Robert kept laughing, "Jimmy? You still there? Oh, don't tell me you're taking care of your little problem." 
"Just shut up. Please. Just. Fucking. Stop," Jimmy spat. 


He rubbed his temple and fought off all the thoughts telling him to hang up on the bastard. It was too easy to 


hang up and ignore him for awhile. 


"Why won't you just tell me what the hell is going on here?" Robert said almost out of the blue. He didn't 


sound like himself, something Jimmy picked up on immediately. 


"Or what? You'll keep asking what's wrong? You would think you'd have enough sense to realize how personal 


this is, how scary this is for me. But no, you seem to just care about what this all means for you.” 
Robert felt uneasy, he had some nerve to act like this. 


‘Jimmy, | don't even know what you're talking about so how the bloody hell would | know that it's so personal? 


Its not selfish to want to know what is going on with the man you love!" 


Jimmy's breath caught in his throat. It was deja vu to him, somewhat at least. He'd gone through it before, it 


seemed to happen every time he was in an intimate relationship with somebody. 


‘lm just. |. Don't." he tried to speak, tried to explain himself as vaguely as possible but words jumbled in his 


mind and came out the same way. 
Robert sighed, "I hate this between us. All this distance. It wasn't like this at first, what happened?" 


Jimmy felt tears start to arrive and he couldn't stop the tremble in his voice as he spoke softly to the man 
on the other side, "| don't.. know what you want me to say. That. that I'm crazy? That you shouldn't be around 
me because god knows what | might do? | don't know, Robert, | don't fucking know. It seems to be out of my 


control." 


Robert was shocked and confused, he had known it was something but he thought it was because Jimmy was 
terrified of being in love, of giving himself fully and completely to another person. He hadn't known, he hadn't 


even guessed but that didn't stop the guilt from stirring deep inside. 


‘I'm so sorry, Jimmy. | am so sorry," Robert found himself speaking into the phone. 


"I am just so scared, | don't know what to do. Half the time I'm about ready to kill myself and the other half 
I'm ready to kill you. | can't live like this," Jimmy sobbed into the phone. He had never been so open and honest 


with him before and that alone was enough to almost give him a panic attack. 
It'd be weeks he supposed since he last saw him but the second he said that stuff he started to dread ever 


seeing him again. What would he think of him now? A crazy lunatic who has no self control? How could he 


continue to be in love with somebody like that? 
"Do you know what's wrong?" Robert questioned suddenly, shaking Jimmy from his thoughts. 
He shook his head but then realized Robert couldn't see him, "No, | don't. l'm too. I'm not ready for that.” 


"You have to, Jim. You can't feel like this and think itll go away. Or think you can live like this. | care too much 
about you to let you do that to yourself." 


Jimmy could feel the anger build up inside and he knew he had no real reason to be angry, other than the fact 
that Robert gave a crap about him. 


Somebody finally cared and he was still going to treat them like shit. It was typical, he knew how to do it a 
little too well. He could push people away so quickly, it was hard to imagine he ever was with anybody longer 


than a day. 
Anger left him and all he had now was sadness, "You shouldn't care about me. I'm not important, I'm so 
screwed up that nothing will help me. | don't see why you care so much anyways. ls it because | stole your 


heart? Well, I'd give it back if possible. | honestly don't deserve you." 


Robert couldn't handle this, the pure sadness in his voice, the way he spoke as if he was really that far gone. 
There must be something he could do for him, if anything he would try to help. 


‘I'm coming over," Robert said flatly. Jimmy couldn't detect any emotion in his voice and he didn't know what 


that meant. 


"No, don't, I'm fine, really." Excuses poured out of Jimmy's mouth like he'd be waiting to say them the entire 


conversation. 


"Don't worry, Jimmy. Nothing bad is going to happen. Just relax and I'll be over as soon as | can 


All the planes have been grounded 
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"I'm so scared," Jimmy mumbled as he cowered in the darkest corner of the room. 

Robert felt his heart sink and he couldn't believe what he was seeing. It was hard to wrap his mind around 
seeing someone who was usually so strong and guarded clutching his knees to his chest to keep some sort of 


control over this. 


Robert walked over to Jimmy and sat down next to him, "Hey, I'm here. Now, what happened since we last 


talked?" 
Without thinking, he stroked Jimmy's arm slightly, trying to show him how much he cared about him. 
"|. | don't know what happened. | freaked out | guess." 


Robert nodded, though he didn't think Jimmy could see him that well, "It's fine, okay? You're fine. | want to help 
you. But | need you to not feel ashamed of freaking out or anything, alright?" 


He could see the outline of Jimmy's head nod slightly and he smiled. 
"You're going to help me out, how?" Jimmy questioned after a moment's silence. 


| was thinking we could brainstorm something together, is that alright? | want you to be involved as much as 


possible." 
"Okay. that's. | guess that's alright. I'm tired of feeling this way but I'm glad you're here, Robert" 


Tears threatened to spill from Robert's eyes, Jimmy's voice was so quiet and he didn't know how it took him 
so long to get to this point but he was glad it was sooner rather than later. For all he knew, next week they 
could break up over something petty and then what? Jimmy couldn't do this by himself. He'd die before he 
admitted he needed help. 


Not realizing it, Robert's hand drifted down to Jimmy's thigh and a sudden whimper shook Robert from his 
thoughts. He cleared his throat and moved his hand away, "I think we should get up and maybe have something 
to eat, if that's alright?" 


"Yeah, it's fine. | am starving. | don't think | have eaten all day" 

Robert steadied himself and helped Jimmy up and that was when he got a glimpse of just how freaked out 
Jimmy had been. Papers and documents scattered the floors in the kitchen and there were some disturbing 
drawings on a few pieces of paper sitting on the kitchen counter. 


He pushed them off without analyzing them and looked at Jimmy, "What are you in the mood for?" 


Jimmy's face lit up for some reason, as if he was expecting Robert to fuss over the state of the kitchen or 


the drawings, "I'll go for anything, really. You decide." 
Robert thought for a moment then smiled, "What kind of food do you have?" 


Jimmy shrugged, "I haven't been home until the other day so | don't think | have any food other than maybe 


something canned." 


"Looks like we're going shopping then," Robert said as he grabbed Jimmy's hand, their fingers intertwining as he 
pulled Jimmy out of his home and into the taxi he had waiting since he got there. 


Chapter 8 
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"Do we have everything, Jim?" Robert asked over his shoulder as he stood in front of the cashier, waiting for 


their items to be checked out. 


Jimmy's eyes scanned the small list and he nodded, "Yeah, | think so. It's hard to read your tiny hand writing 


though, so who knows what we needed" 


Robert smiled at him, he was starting to act like he used to. Well, before all his started at least. His attention 


found the cashier once more and soon their items were in a brown paper bag, waiting to be taken home. 
Somebody tapped on Jimmy's shoulder though before they could leave, "Are you Jimmy Page?!" 
He turned around and gave a small smile, "Yes, | am. Can | help you?" 


The fan, he assumed, lit up like a Christmas tree and help out a scrap of paper and a pen, “I'm a huge fan! Do 
you think. You could maybe sign this for me?" 


Jimmy nodded, "Course, what's your name?" 


"Sam," The kid's smile grew wider, he must have been pretty damn lucky to somehow be at the same store as 


Jimmy. 
He signed it quickly and handed it back, "Have a good day, kid" 


Sam just clutched the paper to his chest and smiled as Jimmy and Robert walked out of the store and back 
into the taxi. 


“That was interesting, huh?" Robert remarked after a couple minutes of silence. 
He shifted a litle to the left in the taxi and spooked Jimmy, who just shoved Robert over playfully. 
"Interesting? What was interesting about it?" He spoke after a moment. 


Robert shrugged, "I don't know, it was just odd because there were like 200 people in that store and this kid is 


the only one to ask who you are." 


"Were you expecting an older person to know who | am, what we're apart of? C'mon, old people are still hung 


up on hating the Beatles. | doubt they give a shit what we're doing, let alone who we are" 

"Yeah, you're right. It was just weird to go somewhere public and not be followed around and annoyed by fans” 
Jimmy sighed, "Robert, I've been meaning to talk to you about the band" 

"Right now?" 

"No, when we get home. | didn't know how else to bring it up but we really need to talk" 

"What is it about exactly?" 

"Just the band and me and everything else. We just need to talk Robert, it's really important 

Robert nodded, "Okay, we'll talk then Hopefully after we eat though?" 

Jimmy laughed, "OF course, Im bloody starving” 

Robert laughed as well, "Good" 


The taxi came to a halt outside Jimmy's home and Robert quickly paid the man and they walked towards the 


front door. 
"This bag is really fucking heavy. Fuck you for making me carry it, Robert." 


Robert looked over his shoulder, smiling as Jimmy struggled to carry the bag up the few steps, "Sorry, Jim. | 
didn't think it was that heavy." 


As Jimmy reached the top he rolled his eyes, "Whatever. Let's eat before | pass out.” 


He unlocked the door and dragged the bag in behind him, while Robert slowly followed behind and laughed every 


now and again. 

As Jimmy struggled to lift the bag onto the counter, the reality of the situation hit Robert like a freight train 
Jimmy was so weak because he hadn't been eating much since they last had dinner probably. Thinking he 
contributed to his state was hard to digest and Robert's insides stung at the thought. 


"Well are you going to make some food or am | going to starve?" Jimmy joked. 


Robert focused his gaze on Jimmy and nodded, "Yeah, right. Yeah, | was just thinking about what we should 


eat." 
Jimmy frowned, "No, you weren't" 
Robert's eyebrows raised, "And how would you know what I'm thinking about?" 


"Because you looked upset and nobody gets upset over the thought of eating. You must have been thinking 
about me." 


"Okay, maybe | was thinking about you. I'm sorry, it just hurts to think | played any part in all of this." 
Jimmy half smiled, "No, don't think like that, Robert. Our fight, guess you could call it that, wasn't what 
brought this on. My issues were here long before that, long before we even started all this. Don't blame 
yourself, its honestly nobody's fault.” 


"Okay, okay, I'm sorry. | guess we should eat now, huh?" 


Jimmy smiled, "We better or else l'm going to get pretty damn angry." 


Chapter 9 
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"You're eating like you haven't in weeks," Robert joked before being able to realize what he was saying. His jaw 
dropped open and he was about to apologize before Jimmy spoke up. 
"No. no, Robert. It's fine, | know you didn't mean to say that. | really haven't been eating, to be honest." 


Robert's eyes dropped down to his plate and he was embarrassed he could just blurt something like that out 
loud. He really needed to think before he spoke. 


Jimmy sighed, "Robert, look at me." 

Robert slowly lifted his head up and their eyes met, "It's okay, Robert, alright? | know this whole situation isn't 
easy on me so | assume it's even more difficult on you because you just walked right into it. Whatever you 
choose to do in the end is okay with me." 

Robert dropped his fork and raised his eyebrows, "What did you just say?" 

Jimmy awkwardly coughed, "l, uh, | said whatever happens I'll be fine with it" 


"What the hell is that supposed to mean?" 


Jimmy was confused by Robert's reactions. Was he offended that Jimmy would suggest he would leave him or 
was he mad Jimmy was saying anything about it? 


Jimmy just kept his eyes on Robert, whose eyes softened and his face went back to a more calm state as he 


must have realized what Jimmy was suggesting. 

"| would never leave you," He spoke after a moment. He couldn't exactly grasp the idea Jimmy would assume 
he'd just leave him like that. For crying out loud, he'd spent most of the day with him and was trying to help 
him as best he could. 


‘lm sorry, |, Robert," Jimmy couldn't find the right way to describe what he was trying to say. 


"I know, you think I'll leave like everybody else, but | promise you, | won't. | have no reason to leave and every 


reason to stay" 
They smiled at each other and the last sentence repeated in Jimmy's head as they continued their meal 
Flash forward to an hour later, Jimmy and Robert had long finished eating and cleaning the dishes. 
Robert shuffled to the couch and Jimmy squeezed in next to him. 

"You should really think about getting a bigger couch," Robert laughed 

Jimmy snorted, "Hs bloody fine when there's just one person sitting on it" 


Robert smiled. The lights were off and the fireplace was the only light in the entire house. It wasn't 
particularly cold outside but who could pass up a chance to sit by the fire with the one they loved? 


Robert's eyes closed and he drifted in thought, completely forgetting why they were sitting in a semi dark 


room to begin with. 

Jimmy nudged him and Robert's eyes flew open, "Can | help you?" 

"Remember | said | wanted to talk?" Jimmy asked nervously. 

Robert picked up on that nervousness instantly and gave him a tiny smile before nodding, "Go ahead, love." 
Jimmy's heart fluttered at the term of endearment, "|, uh, | don't know how to say this." 

Robert sat up straight and looked at Jimmy, whose hands were shaking. 

"Maybe. maybe. this isn't the right time for all of this.” 

“All of what?" 

"You know, the band." 


Robert stared intently, though he couldn't quite believe what he was hearing. This band was Jimmy's pride and 
joy and he wanted to what, end it? Hiatus? Robert couldn't see what good that would do either of them. 


"How come?" 


A bead of sweat fell down Jimmy's face and he looked at the ground, "I just need a break right now. All of this 
is a lot for me, for both of us. Maybe. in the fu-" 


"In the future? How far into the future are we talking?" Robert asked in disbelief, cutting Jimmy off. 


Jimmy lifted his head and looked at Robert, expecting some kind of disgusting reaction to his words. His face 
was calm though and he looked literally like he was just confused about how long the band would be apart. 


Its not going to last forever. | just think right now it's what best for me. Having it stay the way it is would 
just be more stressful. | don't want to do this honestly, because | know it means a lot to you too, but | feel 


like it's the right choice." 

Robert slowly nodded, "Alright. | guess | understand. It's your band so it should be up to you." 
Jimmy smiled, "Thank you for understanding.’ 

Robert half smiled then frowned, "But how are we going to tell the other guys?" 


"I hadn't thought about that yet” 
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"Maybe we can brainstorm later," Robert suggested before cuddling closer to Jimmy. He didn't want to make 
him regret his choice so he had to act like it was alright if they didn't tell the others right away. Robert knew 
for sure that they'd be angry about it later though. He just had to accept it for now. 

Jimmy's repeated movements distracted Robert from what he was thinking, "What the hell are you doing?" 
Jimmy's eyes flew open and he looked a bit flustered, "l, uh, |, | was trying to sleep." 

Robert smirked, "No you weren't" 


Jimmy's eyes went wide, "I swear | was, don't be like this Robert.” 


Robert laughed, it was quite adorable that he was trying to get off on his leg. Then again, it was also pretty 
hot. 


Jimmy cleared his throat, "Do you think you could help me. out?" 

Robert thought for a moment, only to further frustrated Jimmy though. He would give him whatever he 
wanted, this time he wasn't even concerned with getting any in return. He nodded slowly and tried to look like 
he wasn't into it but Jimmy knew better. 

"Go ahead then," Jimmy urged, positioning himself on top of Robert. 

Robert leaned in closer to Jimmy and nipped at his ear, "What exactly do you want me to do?" 

Jimmy shivered and Robert smirked, they hadn't be intimate in a very long time it seemed. And the last couple 
times it almost happened were the worst. He'd get so turned on only to be rejected or walked out on He 
wanted to help Jimmy forget his problems for a little while, to just enjoy each other's company. 


“Touch me, tease me, do what you always used to do.” 


Robert found himself speechless at his words, Jimmy didn't even say anything that dirty and he knew he was 


hard as a rock already. 


He pulled himself together and kissed Jimmy's neck, "Do you want my hands or my mouth or the whole 
package?" 


Jimmy's head fell back and Robert squeezed his ass, all while pressing his hard length into his backside. 
"Just use your hand for now, and do it quick" 


Robert nodded and snaked his hand underneath the blanket Jimmy had wrapped himself with. 


Jimmy let out a groan as Robert started to stroke him slowly. He had release in so long, there was no way he 


would last long 
"Do you like this? Hmm?" Robert asked softly next to Jimmy's ear. 

Jimmy nodded before moaning and lifting his hips up to get more of that wonderful friction 
Robert's hand worked faster on Jimmy and he could feel himself getting close to his release. 


"Ah, fuck," Jimmy murmured into Robert's neck. His breathing was unsteady and he wasn't sure he was even 


alive anymore. 
"So close, babe, so close," Robert chanted. 


It seemed like the whole world stopped once Jimmy came all over Robert's hand. He groaned like he hadn't ever 


before and he felt simply incredible. 
"That was, that was incredible," He panted out. 


Robert smiled, "Glad | could help, babe." 
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Jimmy tried to catch his breath because he wanted to help Robert out but as his arm reached out, Robert 
grabbed it. 


"Don't, I'm fine, love. Don't worry about it" 
Jimmy's arm retreated and he nodded, Okay, whatever." 


He felt a little hurt that Robert didn't want anything in return because since when was that the case? He was 
hoping things would be somewhat like they used to but | guess the damage was done. 


"What's wrong, babe?" 


Jimmy's eyes opened and he noticed he had started crying. He wiped his tears on the blanket and shrugged, 
"l'm just not feeling too great that's all." 


Robert held him close and tried to calm him down, "You wanna tell me what's wrong or do | have to guess?" 
Jimmy sighed, "I'm frustrated, | guess. | hoped things would be the same with us at least in some ways. But 
everything is so different and if | close my eyes, I'd swear | was with another person. Definitely not the sex 
crazed Robert | knew and loved" 

"You're mad | don't want you to get me off?" Robert let out a chuckle. 

"Its not funny.” 

‘Sorry, love, sorry. | just didn't know it bothered you that much but | guess if you want.” 

Jimmy's eyes darkened, "Of course | want to." 

Robert gulped and he felt himself harden at the terribly dirty look Jimmy was giving him. This was the first 


time in awhile that he was able to feel that way around Jimmy. He couldn't deny how hot it was that Jimmy 
was insisting that he gets him off. 


"How do you want it, babe?" Jimmy asked seductively. 


"Hey, thats my word," Robert said, but his husky voice betrayed him and Jimmy knew just what effect he 


was having on the other man. 

"My hand, my mouth, or the whole package?" 

Robert wanted to get mad that Jimmy was repeating everything he'd said but it was just so hot coming from 
him that he really couldn't care at all. He groaned as the options went through his head and he imagined 
Jimmy doing each and every one of them. 


"Are you gonna pick one before | fall asleep?" 


Robert opened his eyes and saw the smile plastered on Jimmy's face and smiled back, "Use that gorgeous 
mouth of yours, babe." 


Jimmy bit his lip, "However you want it, sweet cheeks.” 
Robert laughed, "Get to it then, don't have all night for this." 
"Oh but you know how much | enjoy this kind of foreplay.” 


Robert shot him a bad look and before he could continue complaining, Jimmy had situated himself between his 
legs and was mouthing at him through his jeans. 


"Fuck, Jimmy," Robert moaned loudly. 
He hadn't even had his pants off and he already felt like he was about to explode. 


Jimmy grabbed him and partially stroked him through his jeans though it was next to impossible. He shot 
Robert a dirty look before unzipping his jeans and pulling them slowly down his legs. 


As he pulled them all the way down, he stood up and kissed Robert, making sure to enjoy the stubble growing 


on his face. 

"No underwear, | wouldn't expect any less," He murmured as he looked down 
Robert's head fell back as Jimmy stroked him while looking into his eyes. 

"How bad do you want my mouth?" He asked, his voice strained and sexy as hell 


"So bad, please, just do it," Robert said, his voice also strained. Another couple minutes of Jimmy stroking him 


and he knew he would have came. 


"Hmm," Jimmy mumbled against his neck, slowly down his strokes before he kneeled in front of Robert. 
"Beg for it," He spoke softly and Robert's eyes shot open, he was too close to be playing games like this. 


"Please, please, | love your mouth, just please," Robert's words mumbled together and he was close to sobbing 


for some kind of release. 
Jimmy smirked before licking the tip and that was almost too much for Robert. 


"You like this, huh? Like when | suck you like this?" He questioned before taking Robert's entire length into his 


mouth. 

Robert couldn't respond, his mind was in another place entirely. 

Jimmy's hands found his hips and held him in place while he continued sucking him off. 

Robert's mind couldn't comprehend how this could feel as good as it did. It never felt this incredible in the past. 
"Fuck, when did you get so good at this?" Robert groaned out as Jimmy took him all the way in. 

Jimmy shrugged and gave him an innocent look, "This is my first time doing this." 

Robert shook his head while smiling before moaning as Jimmy bobbed his mouth up and down on his length. 
‘Im so. l'm so close," He mumbled as he felt that heat deep down rising up in his body. 


Jimmy hummed around him and that was it, he came deep in Jimmy's throat and Jimmy happily swallowed all 


of it down. 
His length popped out of Jimmy's mouth and he let out a tiny groan, “That was so good" 
Jimmy smiled and nodded, "And you didn't want me to do anything to you." 


"Good thing | changed my mind” 
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Robert scratched his eyes as he awoke from the deep sleep he had been in. He yawned and did the normal 
routine but soon noticed something was off. He remembered what happened last night and before he could 


process it, he was searching for Jimmy. Surely he was just in the bathroom or something, right? 


‘Jimmy? Jimmy? Where have you run off to?" Robert yelled as he rubbed his eyes and wandered the house in 
just his tshirt and underwear. 


He heard a noise from the bathroom and he went over to check it out. 

"Jimmy?" He asked as he slowly pushed the door open. He saw Jimmy in the bath tub, he must have been 
having a morning soak Though Robert wasn't quite sure who the hell did that. He flickered the light to catch 
Jimmy's attention 

"What do you fucking want?" He said through grated teeth as he turned towards Robert: 

"What are you doing?" 

"What does it look like I'm doing?" He spoke angrily before motioning to him in the tub. 

"Oh, just wanted to make sure-" 

"Make sure what? | didn't kill myself or went off to wreck the town? I'm not a fucking monster, Robert.” 
Robert's eyes went wide and he suddenly felt extremely uncomfortable. 

‘| didn't meant it like that, | always wonder where you go when you wander off." 

Jimmy rolled his eyes, "Whatever. Please leave me be now." 

Robert shrugged and closed the door behind him. He sat back onto the couch and pondered what his next move 


would be. Everything was turning out to be a lot harder than he'd imagined. The mood swings especially 
wouldn't do either of them any good in the long run. 


He scanned the phone book, surprised at first that Jimmy kept one around, and found a doctor that he could 


call right now. He didn't want to schedule an appointment, just get an idea of what was going on. 
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"Hello? Yes? | need to talk to somebody about a friend of mine." 
“Alright, are you trying to make an appointment or..?" 
Robert cleared his throat, "No, no. Not yet at least. | just want to talk about what could possibly be going on" 


The person on the other line tapped her pen on her desk, "Okay, okay. I'll give your number to the doctor and 
he should get back to you in a couple days." 


| really wanted to talk to somebody right now though. That's what the ad in the phone book said." 

"Phone book? Sir, we haven't had an ad in a phone book in five years." 

"Well, could | please just talk to the doctor now? I'm in a bit of a hurry" 

She sighed, "Okay, you sound desperate. I'll try to see what he's doing, hold on" 

Generic elevator music played to Robert but he payed no attention He felt uncomfortable going behind Jimmy's 
back like this but what was he supposed to do? The Jimmy willingly to get help and that was glad he was 
there seemed to be gone. 

"Hello?" The doctor's voice ripped him from his thoughts and he cleared his throat. 


"Yes, hello." 


Awkward silence hung in the air for a moment before the doctor decided to break it, "I'm doctor Fisher, | 


would assume you wanted to talk to me about something?" 
"Yes, sorry, I'm very distracted" 
"Maybe another time would be best then." 


"No, I've got myself together now. It's about my friend, he's-" 


"He's Jimmy Page, isn't he?" 


Robert wasn't expecting that and he couldn't really understand what that mattered, "Well yes. Does that 
matter though?" 


"No, it doesn't. | just recognized your voice, and this couldn't be about John Paul." 

"Yeah, anyways, he's been having mood swings and | don't know what's been going on with him." 
"Mood swings again?" The doctor sighed. 

Robert felt a shiver run up his spine, "You know Jimmy?" 

"Indeed, | treated him about a year ago. Though it was never clear cut what was wrong." 

"Was he on medication?" 


"Yes, for some time but he stopped using it because it didn't mix well with the hardcore drugs he was taking 


at the time” 
"Oh. Well that kind of explains a lot but how come I've just somewhat recently been noticing these things?" 
"| guess he hides it pretty well and being high on something or drunk a lot of the time helps. 

"That's true, he has been intoxicated most of the year: 


"That's not good though, he needs to quit the drugs and alcohol and get back on his meds. He knows better. I've 


been trying to contact him for awhile because l'm seriously worried." 
"Robert, who are you talking to?" Jimmy's voice came out of nowhere and it startled Robert. 


Call you later," Robert spoke quickly before hanging up the phone. He felt disgusting for having somewhat 
betrayed Jimmy whether he was aware of it or not. 


"Just checking up on how things are at home, that's all" He tried so hard to fake it and he hoped that Jimmy 
wouldn't get upset. 


"Bullshit," Jimmy spat. 
"| swear, babe." 


"Do not fucking call me that, you asshole." 


‘Jimmy, sweetheart, relax," Robert said soothingly as he reached for Jimmy's arm. 
Jimmy's arm slapped him across the face and everything felt so real. 

"What, what was that for?" He asked as he clutched his hand to his red cheek. 
"You piece of shit, you've got a girl on the side!" 

Robert's eyes went wide and he went still. 


"No, | don't" His voice sounded confident but he felt out of control because Jimmy was in charge of the 
situation. He couldn't move. 


"Who else would you be sneaking phone calls to? Hmm?" 
"Nobody. It's not your fucking business for one thing. And another thing, you need help Jimmy. | don't want to 
leave you but | can't deal with you being like this either." The words escaped his mouth before he could even 


understand just what he was saying. 


Jimmy rolled his eyes, "Just get the fuck out. Now. Leave me the fuck alone. | don't want to see you ever 


again" 

Robert's mouth fell open, "Are you kidding me?" 

Jimmy shook his head, “tll call the police if | must 

"But things were so good before, how did this happen?" 

“What are you talking about?" 

"You changed overnight: | don't understand 

"| told you that l'm fucked up. You really thought | was just over exaggerating?" 
"| dontt even know who the fuck you are anymore. 

"Good. You don't deserve to know any part of me" 

"You need more help than | can give you," Robert said as he opened the door. 


"Oh and fuck you, Jimmy." He said as he slammed the door. 


Just his luck, it was raining and he had nowhere to go. Whatever, he didn't care as long as he never came back 


here ever again. 
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He looked at the Christmas tree and blinked back the tears that were about to fall. He missed the damn 
bastard and he couldn't believe he still was ignoring him considering it was Christmas tomorrow. Maybe it was 
what he needed. Maybe that's the only excuse Robert could think of that made him not feel absolutely 


terrible. 

He had decorated the tree in record time, usually Jimmy was there to mess around and kiss him underneath 
the mistletoe all while wrapping him up in garland. Christmas was always such a loving time between them or 
it had been, before all this. Robert cringed at the thought of what he'd said when they last talked, over a week 
ago. 

He sighed and put the angel on top of the tree, smiling to himself at how great the tree looked. He wasn't an 
expert by any means but he kinda thought he could decorate stuff if he didn't have a band anymore. It stung, 
the thought of no band because he was so invested in it. Maybe not as much as Jimmy, but he was certain 
they both shared the same love for the band. 

The phone rang in the other room and Robert almost jumped at the sudden noise. 

"Hello?" He said, a sad tone to his voice. 


"Robert!" 


"Who is this?" He questioned. He knew who it was but he was so utterly shocked that the name wasn't jumping 


out at him. 
"Jimmy, of course." 
His jaw dropped, "Jimmy? Why are you calling me?" 


"| didn't think you wanted to spend Christmas alone, unless you do." Jimmy said, his voice starting to sound like 
Robert's a moment ago. 


"No, | don't," Robert said honestly, "But after what | said, | didn't think" 


"Stop, Robert. It's in the past. | don't care about that anymore. | just wanna be with you for the holidays." 


"R-really?" 


"Yep, so | was thinking you've probably got the tree up already so I'll come over and we'll spend it at your 


place." 
"Yeah, uh, sure," Robert said before hanging up. 
He couldn't believe his ears. 


There was something going on in the background to all of this. Was this just Jimmy on a good day or was he 
faking it for Robert's sake? 


They were going to spend the holidays all cuddled together while their bandmates had no idea that they 
wouldn't have any steady income for a while when the band took it's much needed break. He felt sick to his 
stomach. 


Just because Jimmy could live this way doesn't mean Robert could. 


After throwing up in the toilet, he wiped his mouth and felt everything come back up when he heard the 


doorbell ring 

"Hello, Robert!" Jimmy spoke fast and he looked very excited to be there with Robert 

"Uh, yeah, Hey," Robert spoke softly as his eyes drifted to anywhere but Jimmy's face. 
Jimmy frowned, "What's wrong?" 

Robert put on a fake smile, "Nothing, love. Let's get to those Christmas traditions now, hmm?" 
Jimmy nodded, "Of course!" 


He closed the door and felt himself become uneasy. He thought he was going to pass out. Would probably be 
better than spending the night with Jimmy. 
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"Robert?" 

sleet 

"Are you alright?" 

"Yeah, why do you ask, love?" 
"Well, you're laying on the floor" 
"| am?" 


Robert opened his eyes and stared at the ceiling. So he was on the floor. How this happened though, he had no 


idea, 

"What happened?" He questioned, a little panic in his voice. 

"Oh, you passed out for awhile," Jimmy replied like it was nothing. 

"Uh, what?" He asked, trying to not get mad. 

"You. Passed. Out." 

"And what? You didn't care?" Robert was sitting up now and holding his head. He had an awful headache. 


"| pass out all the time, | didn't think it was anything to worry about," He said as he sipped his cup of coffee 
staring at the fireplace. 


"You pass out because of the drugs you take. | don't do drugs, Jimmy." 
Jimmy turned and looked at him, "lm not a doctor. And l'm not in the mood to spend Christmas in the hospital." 


"Wait, wait, its Christmas?!" 


Jimmy nodded before going back to staring at the wall. Robert didn't feel safe around him at this point. His lack 


of concern was scary. 
"All | remember was letting you in last night, what the fuck happened?" 
"Dort worry, Robby” 

"| told you not to fucking call me that,” Robert hissed 

"Anyways, Robby, | wouldn't worry about it. Let it go.” 


"Are you kidding me, Jimmy?" Robert stood up and walked over to Jimmy to grab him by the shoulders. "Do 
you think this is alright? Hmm?" 


Jimmy shrugged, "Please get off me." 

He shook Jimmy slightly and Jimmy started to curl up into a ball. 

He let go and sighed, “What is happening to us?" 

Jimmy sniffled, "l'm sorry, okay?" 

Robert stared at the other man. He wasn't even sure who he was looking at. 

"Why did | pass out?" He asked quietly. He just wanted an answer, as vague or not helpful as it might be. 
"Because | did something bad. And | don't know why | did it! | couldn't help myself" 

Robert's head was spinning. He was thinking the worst and even that wasn't probably even in the same ballpark. 
"What'd you do?" He whispered. He sat next to Jimmy and rubbed his arm soothingly. 

Jimmy started crying and Robert felt his heart shatter, "I, | can't tell you." 

"Please, Jimmy. | need to know." 

"You won't talk to me anymore if | tell you," He sobbed into Robert's chest. 

| would never do such a thing, Jimmy. | love you." He kissed his forehead and held him tighter. 

He wasn't sure why he was so easy to change moods for Jimmy but he couldn't help it. He wanted to be mad, 


so badly really, but he just could not. He truly loved him and at this point he was certain love does make a 


difference. 
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"Here, let's go to sleep, hmm?" Robert asked a few minutes later, stroking Jimmy's hair softly. 
Jimmy was trembling slightly but nodded and started to get up when Robert pulled him closer. 


I'd never hate you, you know that right?" He murmured into his hair. He sounded like a small child, completely 


vulnerable. 

Jimmy nodded, "I know." He pushed Robert's arms away and stood up. 

Robert frowned but made no comment. He wished Jimmy would put forth more effort. 
Jimmy simply shrugged, "I'm going to take a nap." 

He left without another word. Robert was speechless. 


He found Jimmy, curled up in bed a few moments later. He was still awake but he looked like he was completely 


caught up with his thoughts. 

"Jimmy.?" Robert questioned softly. 

"Hmm?" Jimmy replied, eyes now closed. 

"What are you doing?" 

Jimmy let out a soft moan and Robert's throat went dry. 

"Getting off, would you like to join me?" 

"No, Jimmy. Please. Let's just get some sleep." 

Jimmy frowned and sat up, "Fuck you. I'm trying to lighten the mood." 


Robert chuckled, "Jimmy, you just have the libido of a jack rabbit. C'mon. Get some rest" 


Jimmy made a displeased sound then fell back into bed. "Whatever," he muttered before pulling the covers up 
to his neck 


Robert smiled slightly and reached to turn off the light. 


He climbed in next to Jimmy and was about to kiss him goodnight before he decided he didn't want to wake him 
up. Jimmy always did fall asleep very quickly. 


Robert got comfortable underneath the covers and looked at Jimmy, "Goodnight love," He murmured before 


closing his eyes to sleep. 


He was praying inside his head that Jimmy would be more accepting of what was between them. Though he 
knew it'd just be easier to leave the bastard. 
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Robert woke up to find himself bound to the bed. He immediately started thrashing and screaming. 
"Pipe down, will ya? People all over the world can probably hear youl" Jimmy laughed from the other room. 
"What the fuck did you do?" 


Jimmy entered the room, a big grin across his face. He shrugged and continued eating his snack he'd brought 


from the other room. 

Robert's blood boiled, "Jimmy, you can't fucking do this. This isn't right." 

Jimmy rolled his eyes, "Fine, | won't untie you then" 

"Untie me. Now." 

Jimmy set down his food and went over to Robert, "Can't you take a bloody joke?" 

He released the straps over Robert's body and though he was clearly aroused, he'd been completely terrified. 
Red welts covered his lower abdomen and thighs, "What did you do to me?" 


Jimmy shrugged, that was becoming his main reaction to everything. "I didn't do anything. Nothing you wouldn't 


have wanted, at least" 

Robert's body trembled, "Are you saying you raped me?" 

Jimmy stared at him, not flinching or making even the slightest movement. 
"You did rape mel" Robert yelled, his mind spinning in circles. 

Jimmy grabbed Robert just before he fell over. 

"Don't fucking touch me," Robert spat as Jimmy helped him sit down 


‘ls this what happened that other night as well?" 


Jimmy nodded, "I, um, didn't think you'd react like this.” 


Robert shook his head, "Did you expect me to be glad you raped me? Oh my god, thank you Jimmy for doing 
this to mel" 


Jimmy stood still He stared at his feet 

‘Hts unacceptable, Jimmy," Robert's voice stern though his body was still trembling 
"| know" 

"| think if you knew, you would not have done it" 

Robert started to calm down, though his fear of Jimmy was growing by the second 
Jimmy coughed, "| suppose we better have that talk now! 


Robert, still in complete shock, nodded in agreement. 


